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he highly polished mahogany table top of the there has never been a member of the fair sex who 
Senior Management Room reflects coffee cups, could in any real way be considered. No one with any 

glasses, bottles of Malvern Spring Water; also sort of training or background. No one with that special 
jackets and ties, and the faces which top them. Male ability to command. Not in all the company’s years. 
faces. There has never been a woman sitting at this Until now. 
table, except for the Managing Director’s secretary Elaine Simford. 
who sometimes takes notes at meetings. Never. Not Elaine Simford (Ms) is 27. She is a graduate of Lon- 
of course that the company is in any way sexist, or don University in Business Studies and has subsequent- 
that those round the table can in any way be accused ly spent a year’s further training in the U.S. She has 
of the sin of misogyny. Oh no. Or at least that is what been in charge. of the company’s Junior Toiletries Sec- 
they will all vehemently proclaim. It is just...well, tion for two years during which time sales have increas- 
ed 200 per cent. Elaine is generally acknowledged to 
be an extremely bright and capable young woman. On 
the personal side Elaine, 5’ 7”, is a most attractive 
blonde with stunning ash-blonde hair and a figure 
which the sensible outfits she wears to the office can- 
not conceal as being deliciously curved and feminine- 
ly rounded in all the right places. An extremely 
decorative young lady in fact; but that surely cannot 
be held against her. 

Elaine’s record in Junior Toiletries is certainly 
enough, in spite of her relatively tender age of 27, to 
gain her proper representation at this table, where her 
many excellent qualities can be put to full use by the 
company. Indeed this should be a mere formality. Ex- 
cept...there are those... 

Harold Radlet for one. 

‘Elaine’s a very charming girl, I'll be the first to say 
so. And some ability, yes. But...ha-ha...we all know 
what a woman’s place is. Don’t we? In the kitchen and 
in bed. What’s she like in bed, George?’ 

George Alburt flushes slightly. George has been 
Elaine’s mentor, guiding her through her early days 


with the company and then continuing to advise her. 
He is of course the one promoting Elaine now and he 
has known he will probably get this sort of thing from 
Harold who is what you might call one of the old school 
— an old type chauvinist. And there’s not only Harold. 

Nigel Stanford: “Come on, George. You must have 
humped her. Admit it. All those cosy chats, and show- 
ing her the ropes. We know you’ve shown her the 
ropes all right. Not that we blame you. I’m sure we'd 
all like to. Look, maybe that’s it: we all give her a good 
humping and then consider the matter properly in the 
light of her performance.’ 

George grits his teeth. He has expected this sort of 
thing, though perhaps not quite as nasty as Nigel’s lit- 
tle speech. It makes him see red to hear them talking 
like this for Elaine is a really nice, sweet person in 
spite of her ability and drive. He could easily have got 
into a personal relationship with her but that wouldn’t 
have been right. His feeling has been more fatherly 
— he is after all twice her age. George could easily 
get up and punch that dirty-minded Nigel. The others, 
though, are taking the idea up, and adding their own 
little bits. Even the Managing Director. 

‘Well, I don’t know about the detail. The, er, hum- 
ping that Nigel talks of. But the general idea is perhaps 
not a bad one. We each have her — and when I say 
have her I don’t mean in the, er, biblical sense, not 
necessarily at any rate. But we each see her separate- 
ly and, er, size her up. Make an individual assessment. 
In that way each of us can satisfy himself, that we re 
not doing anything we may regret. I mean tradition 
does stand for something and we need to consider this 
matter. I’m sure you agree, George.’ 

George does not agree. Not at all. The idea of sweet 


Elaine being ‘individually assessed’ by the likes of 
Harold Radlet and Nigel Stanford — or indeed several 
others present — makes him shudder. And the way they 
are now talking... 

‘No, I don’t really agree, Sidney. In fact I think it’s 
ridiculous. We all know Elaine’s record, what she’s 
accomplished in her two years here. It speaks for itself. 
If we were considering a bloke there’d be no question.’ 

‘Flaine’s not a bloke,’ interjects Roger Falworth. 
‘No one could mistake her for a bloke. Not with that 
bottom wiggling about in those demure little skirts. 
Have you humped her, George?’ 

Amid braying sounds George says; ‘T had hoped we 
could keep this discussion...at a decent level.’ 

But clearly they cannot. ‘What’re the ground rules, 
Managing Director?’ someone asks. ‘I mean...ha- 
ha...in the biblical sense.’ 

The Managing Director says, 
she’s black-balled...’ 

‘Shouldn’t that be black-pussied, Sidney? Ha-ha...’ 

‘I say, Elaine’s not got a black pussy. Has she, 
George? I mean she’s a real live blonde, isn’t she?’ 

‘Well, we’re all going to find out. Ha-ha!’ 

‘Ha-ha-ha.’ J 

George is feeling sick. Quite sick. 


‘Well, I suppose.. wif 


* * * 

‘Assessed?’ Elaine’s big blue eyes register alarm. 
‘What...does that mean?’ 

George is not 


prevent Elaine from gett 


able to say because there is no simple 
answer. Except that he can guess various people will 


be as unpleasant as possible. In the first instance to 
ing her promotion and in the 


second instance...well, simply as an excuse to have 

a bit of fun. Good old nasty male-chauvinist fun. 
He makes a face. ‘You know what some of them are 

like. Harold Radlet and Nigel Stanford; and the M.D. 


too. Well, he’s more or less given them carte blanche 
to...you know.’ 

‘What?’ The big eyes are even bigger. 

‘Be unpleasant. Nasty. Humiliation, I daresay. If you 
can take it — OK. If not — well, that means you re 
not suitable material.’ 

‘Christ! What...sort of things?’ 

George doesn’t want to think. ‘I don’t know. It’s up 
to each person. But unpleasant stuff, with some of them 
I’m sure.’ 


‘Can’t I refuse?’ 


‘Oh yes. That’s what some of them want. Then 
you’re seen as unsuitable. Can’t take the heat.’ 

Elaine slowly shakes her head. ‘They won't.. -be that 
bad, will they? I mean I don’t think they’re that bad 
really.’ Elaine is clearly saying this to try to convince 
herself. George for his part can vividly remember the 
raucous laughter, the remarks as they egged each other 
on, like schoolboys with the prospect of some simple, 
cruel pleasure. 

‘Aren’t they?’ he asks. 


decided...A number of people thought that the best 
thing would be...’ 

He was saying more or less what George had said. 
‘What...exactly?’ Elaine had asked, red faced. And Mr 
Wilbury, Managing Director, had been non-committal. 
‘Well, it was thought...Leave it to people’s own discre- 
tion. They have after all to satisfy themselves.’ 

‘They can’t...nothing that’s...’ She had tried to get 
something concrete, to pin him down. Mr Wilbury 
couldn’t, or wouldn’t. That bland smile which he us- 


ed when he didn’t want to make a decision, or pro- 
* * * 


Harold Radlet. Suddenly in close. His hand...‘I’'m first, 
Elaine dear.’ 

‘Get off!’ she yelps, gasping in reaction to his hand. 
Which has without warning reached round behind her 
and is grabbing at her bottom. ‘Stop that!’ 

He is still in close though, pressing up against her, 
pressing her back against the edge of her desk. His 
hands, both of them, are now at Elaine’s blouse front. 
Her tits... 

‘Get off!’ 

He grabs her struggling arms. ‘Don’t be silly, 
Elaine. I’m first. Your assessment. Senior Manage- 
ment.’ Harold Radlet’s face is mere inches away. 
‘Ooooh, you’re so yummy. And you’ve got to do 
everything I say. You do know that, don’t you?’ 

‘Stop it,’ Elaine repeats weakly. She does know. Or 
at least there has been what George and then the 
Managing Director have told her, the latter somewhat 
apologetically in his office. ‘Elaine, I don’t know if 
you know...Maybe George has told you. But it was 


vide a firm statement. 

‘They've made a...a sort of roster. And I think it’s 
Mr Radlet first.’ 

‘You’ve got to co-operate, Elaine,’ Harold Radlet 
Says, gripping her upper arms. ‘Be nice and co- 
operative and you’ll get through with flying colours. 
With me at any rate. OK?’ 

Elaine is shaking but she stops struggling. She wants 
that promotion, is really desperate for it. It is 
humiliating for her to be Head of her section and not 
sit in on Senior Management meetings. She had never 
dreamt they would try anything like this, but...maybe 
it is just Harold Radlet, she has told herself. He has 
always been a bit snide and chauvinistic. The others 
won't be so bad. If she can just get by Harold Radlet... 

He has carefully let go of her arms. ‘That’s a good 
girl.’ His hands slide gently up to her tits again. She 
tries to back away but is up against her desk. Harold 
Radlet, his voice soft, says, ‘Just keep nice and still. 
What Sit: 


* * * 


Harold Radlet’s house. A large, imposing place set 
in its own grounds. Inside there is oak panelling 
everywhere but Elaine is not admiring the house and 
its fitments. She is standing on the broad, brightly-lit 
Stairway with a sick feeling in her stomach. Elaine is 
holding a tray on which is a glass of water. It is 2.05 
p.m. She has been here, in his house, for 20 minutes. 
Elaine is wearing a maid’s uniform. 

Harold Radlet’s grinning face greeting her as she got 
out of her car. ‘Excellent, Elaine. Right on time. But 
that only bears out what they all say, eh? So efficient. 
Punctual.’ Grinning still his hand had gone up her skirt. 
And there was no point trying to stop it: not after she 
had agreed to come here. For Mr Radlet’s assessment. 
The hand up her skirt pawing at her bottom. Then when 
he was ready Mr Radlet taking her into the room and 
showing her. The uniform. 

An ultra-short black silk dress, full-skirted and with 
a low, gathered neck. A tiny white pinafore. Black 
nylons. Black suspender belt and bra and miniscule 
bikini knickers. A little white waist petticoat. Black 
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Stiletto heels. 

Mr Radlet holding up the miniscule black nylon 
knickers on one finger. ‘These knickers, Elaine. What 
do you think? It is my belief that maids don’t always 


wear knickers when going about their household duties. 
Without them of course the maid is immediately ready 
and available for whatever her master’s pleasure may 
be. Instantly available, Elaine. Eh? What d’you think? 
Do you agree she should be instantly available? 

He was simply trying to break her, to humiliate her, 
Elaine told herself. She bit her lip and didn’t answer. 
Mr Radlet said, ‘Yes. Well I think you can put them 
on for the moment, Elaine. It may alternatively be the 
practice to wear them so that the master of the 
household has the pleasure of taking them off. Yes, 
we'll have them on, Elaine. For the moment.’ 


He can’t do this, she told herself. But Mr Radlet 
could, can. The Managing Director hasn’t set any 
rules. There is no rule which says Mr Radlet can’t dress 
her up in a maid’s uniform with miniscule little 
knickers underneath that he is going to take off. There 
is nothing to prevent Mr Radlet being just as horrible 
as he likes. 

“You want promotion, Elaine, and we all want you 
to get it. But we have to be sure you can handle it, 
haven’t we? So what I want...’ 

Standing on the stairs with her tray. In this awful, 
humiliating outfit. Thinking especially of those little 
knickers that Mr Radlet has said...The master of the 
house is in his study on the first floor. He will ring 
the bell when he wants her. And Elaine will immediate- 
ly respond, as a Proper, dutiful, well-trained maid 
does. Up the stairs. Knocking circumspectly on the 
door. Entering. To go and stand subserviently at his 
side: a pretty maid in her Sexy outfit. The hem of the 
dress does not reach as far as the taut stocking tops... 

2.14. Suddenly after what seems like an age of 
waiting the bell is ringing. Brrriiinng! Elaine Starts, 
almost tripping in the heels on the polished wood of 
the stairs. Stumbling upright. This is it. Up and into 
his room. Why doesn’t she say, ‘Look, I’m not going 
to do this. I can’t take this humiliation. I’m getting 
dressed, going home.’ But Elaine can’t. She knows 
what will happen. Personality unsuitable for Senior 
Management will be written on her repert. She must 
grit her teeth, close her mind. He won’t really... 
2.38. Elaine is stumbling back down the stairs. Down 
to halfway on the lower flight which is where she has 
been told to wait. ‘Do exactly as I say, Elaine. OK?’ 


Stumbling because of what has taken place in Mr 
Radlet’s room and also more specifically because those 
miniscule black nylon knickers are now around 
Elaine’s thighs at about the level of her stocking tops. 
The knickers being there restrict her movement but also 
the fact of them being there, that Mr Radlet has taken 
them down and then those things he did when he had 
the knickers down, all of that contributes to the feel- 
ing of having very little or no control over her legs. 
In addition Elaine still has to balance the tray with its 
glass, now only half filled with water. The remainder 
of the water... 

“Have you ever tried drinking from a glass standing 
on your head, Elaine? It’s a tricky little thing but not 
impossible. Let’s see. It will make a rather more in- 
teresting trick if you do it with your knickers down. 
Or as it will be in that position up. Yes, let’s try that...’ 

Not only are Elaine’s knickers down, in a narrow, 
taut band around her thighs, but the top of her dress 
has been pulled down too. That of course doesn’t 
directly affect or inhibit her movements although the 
rest of it, in connection with that top being pulled 


down, certainly contributes to this sensation that her 
knees are made of rubber. But she has anyway now 
managed to negotiate the stairs to the extent of reaching 
the prescribed point. Where she must await any fur- 
ther summons from the bell. Elaine can at least now 
pull up her knickers and adjust the top of her dress. 


Mr Radlet has said that is allowed, once she is stan- 
ding in position on the mid-point of the lower flight 
of stairs. It is 2.40... 

2.41. Brriiinnnggg! The hellish sound again. No time 
to rest or think. But maybe anyway thinking is not a 


good idea. Up the stairs again. Back into that room 
where impossible Mr Radlet... 

2.55. Descending. The maid is looking very much 
the worse for wear. Looking indeed as if she may quite 
possibly have been ravished during this second period 


of attendance on her master. The little black dress is 
now gone and so are those briefest-of-brief knickers. 
Elaine is in only bra and suspender belt and the little 
white petticoat, plus her nylons and heels. One cup of 
the bra is pulled down to expose a firm bare breast. 
Also gone are the tray and glass so that at least Elaine 
does not have to worry about that as she stumbles once 
more down the stairs. Half-hysterical little sobs 
whimper from her lips. She is desperately trying to 
shut her mind to these last ten minutes but the avid 
scenes in her head refuse to disappear. There is also 
the thought that Mr Radlet is by no means finished: 
his assessment he says is nowhere near complete. If 
Elaine knew at the outset. ..she would never have con- 
templated coming here. Given the chance she would 
certainly stop right now, give up, but grinning Mr 
Radlet says she can’t, not now she has started. She has 
to complete the assessment tests. 

2.59. The dreadful Brriiinnnng! again. Go back up. 
Force herself. Up again to awful Harold Radlet. He’ll 
have to stop soon... 

3.14. The petticoat is gone now as she stumbles out. 
Only bra and the belt and nylons. Hot tears in her eyes. 
How can he...do these things...And his parting words 
this time. ‘You’re not weakening, are you, Elaine? Not 
wilting? I hope not. We’re not half-way through yet. 
You need determination and stamina for top manage- 
ment you know.’ 


FURTHER 
| ASSESSMENT 


..Join the Dots... 


‘No!’ Elaine sounds almost hysterical. 

Sidney Wilbury takes her by the arm. He is older, 
50ish, like George Alburt. A father-figure perhaps? 
But he doesn’t feel like a father-figure — except that 
fathers have been known to spank their daughters. It 
is a spanking that is in Sidney Wilbury’s mind. What 
Andrew Willman has apparently done. The thought of 
all that other business is certainly arousing but as 
Managing Director he has to show some restraint. 
Maybe a caning? Well perhaps, but certainly a spank- 
ing, he can really fancy that and a spanking is by no 
means over the top. Yes. 

‘Just be sensible, Elaine,’ he says firmly. ‘You're 
getting quite hysterical and that is not what I expect 


to see in my top management. There will be no resigna- 
tions and we will continue this business in an orderly 
manner. Perhaps Harold and Nigel may have gone a 
little...ah...too far. But that s over. The others, I feel 
sure, will be much more restrained. It is all really a 
bit of a joke, Elaine, and you have to take it in that 
light. OK? Just remember you still have me to come. 
Ha-ha!’ 

Sidney Wilbury’s hand comes down and playfully 
pats Elaine’s bottom. ‘In fact I seem to recall that on 
the list...’ 


I 


N pretty girl on a bicycle. A lovely sight on a bright May mor- 


ning. Especially when the pretty blonde’s energetic pedal- 

pushing was producing a considerable display of delicious 
thigh. She grinned and waved as she went by. The vicar waved 
back, smiling too, though perhaps a trifle nervously, unsure of the 
show of thighs. Pretty girls’ thighs were God’s creation, like all 
other parts of pretty girls, but they could well have been designed, 
like some of their other parts, to provide temptation. 

‘Sandra Jenkins,’ he told his visitor. ‘Lovely girl, as well you 
can see. And a lovely voice, the choir would be lost without her.’ 

The Rev. Timothy Maulding turned away from the gate to con- 
duct his guest across the splendid lawn. ‘Of course, we’re only 
a quiet little place. A backwater. Nothing happening, many people 
would say. Certainly none of the excitements of the big city. But 
we like our quiet country ways. The turning of the year in its 
seasons. And our little groups — the Choir, the Young Wives — 
they have a much more important role here.’ His eager-to-please 
clergyman’s face turning to the visitor. ‘There aren’t the distrac- 
tions, you see.’ 

Just then another figure, or rather head, appeared above the rec- 
tory garden wall, progressing in a smooth manner and at such a 
speed as to indicate that its owner was also seated on a bicycle. 
‘Mr Bington,’ observed the vicar, waving. ‘As it happens George 
is our choir-master. Going to have a spot of practice with young 
Sandra, I shouldn’t wonder. He’s very keen, is George Bington.’ 

Mr Bington was indeed on his bicycle, a weighty figure, not to 
say over-weight, fiftyish, in tweed jacket and flannels. Not exactly 
the pretty picture that Sandra Jenkins presented on a cycle of course 
— there weren’t those darling thighs for one thing (or two) — but 
he was making steady progress. And yes, proceeding in the same 
direction as Sandra. Which was towards the church hall. 


N THECOUNTRY 


Sandra arrived there first. She was after all ahead of Mr Bington 
and those athletic-looking thighs were propelling her bike at least 
as fast as George Bington’s older and probably less fit limbs were 
progressing him. And there was no short cut that he might take 
which would enable him to overtake Sandra. So she got there first 
and let herself in. It wasn’t the first time and she knew where the 
key was kept. Not that she was especially keen to get in and com- 
mence practice. No. Not when you knew what was more or less 
bound to come. A choir lesson was not always a pleasant event. 
Not when it was a private lesson. Just you and him. She went into 
Mr Bington’s little parlour. Thought of sitting down but then thought 
again. She was in blouse and skirt. Bare-legged of course as, we 
have seen, as Mr Maulding and his visitor have seen. As Mr Bington 
knows she will be, or he will be considerably surprised if she is not. 

Mr Maulding and guest are in the rose garden now at the rear 
of the rectory. ‘No, I’m afraid there is not a lot that would interest 
the greater world here in Upper Nettleton. Only our simple coun- 
try pleasures.’ His visitor smiled and said he thought he’d take a 
stroll round the village, it was such a lovely morning. 

Sandra Jenkins stepped out of her skirt. Then unbuttoned and 
took off her blouse. Mr Bington liked her in her chorister’s robe 
even though it was only practice. She heard the door. That would 
be him. ‘Are you here, Sandy?’ Making a face. ‘Yes.’ 

Mr Bington came heavily into the room. He did not particularly 
enjoy cycling but the doctor recommended it. He needed the exer- 
cise. George Bington could think of more amenable forms of exer- 
cise. He looked owlishly at his visitor. 

‘Ah, good. Nice and early then, Sandra. A nice day, eh?’ 

Sandra agreed that it was. Though not necessarily to be improv- 
ed by Mr Bington. Who had come close. 

‘Did you see someone at the rectory? With the vicar?’ 
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Sandra squealed rather than answered. Mr Bington’s hand lif- 
ting the chorister’s surplice and going underneath. A small creature 
of the woods in search of its nest. Its secret liar. 

‘Oooohhh! Aaaooohhh’ Mr Bington wasn’t at all concerned 
where he put his hands. No that wasn’t right: he was concerned 
and he put them just where he wanted to put them. Exactly where 
a girl was most...‘Aaaooowww!!’ 

‘Don’t fidget, Sandra. Or I'll have to get my stick. That’s what 
fidgety girls get.’ 

‘No!’ But he was no doubt planning to use it anyway. His cane. 
Making herself stand still as his fingers did what they liked to do. 
In underneath. In between the ripe cheeks that had been sitting 
on her bicycle seat. Mr Bington was going on about that man, with 
the vicar. While his fingers...In under the tight hem of her 
knickers...where it was quite moist. From cycling on a hot day, 
not anything else. Although if he kept on...he liked to. Get her 
hot. And then...that bloody cane... 

‘]...ohhhh...haven’t...seen him before.’ Her mouth open. Gaspy. 
Mr Bington. He was a real...‘No!’ Two hands. Up to the top of 
her knickers, on her hips. Pulling. Oh Christ. 

Sandra’s knickers sliding down under the chorister’s robe. Bloody 
Christ. Not that this was unexpected. But it was always...‘Yes I 
wonder who he is?’ mused Mr Bington, not stopping what he was 
doing. ‘A stranger in our midst. But we must concentrate our minds, 
eh Sandra?’ 

Her knickers down round her knees. So that Mr Bington could 
commence. Her lesson. After some more preliminary groping at 
her, unencumbered now by that undergarment. It could be the 
cane...or his hand. The cane was ten times worse. In terms of pain. 
Though his hand could be nasty enough. A convulsive squirm. The 
fingers. If she pleaded though it would only make Mr Bington use 
the cane anyway. If he thought she was desperate not to have it. 

“What shall it be then, Miss? Mmm? You are a naughty girl and 
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naughty girls should get the cane. Yes?’ 

Bloody Christ. Once Mr Bington got you, got something on you, 
you were really done for. His pound of flesh. And he wanted it 
every week. At his private lesson. 

Mr Maulding was examining his roses. He could see a few green- 
fly. Better do something about that before they multiplied. He 
straightened up. His visitor had left, on his stroll. Not that he was 
likely to find anything exciting to an outsider. He thought for the 
moment of George Bington, organist and choirmaster; no doubt 
now working on that anthem with young Sandra. And also Henry 
Caulwell, churchwarden, who ran the Young Wives Group. The 
village was fortunate indeed with men like George and Henry freely 
giving of their time. He himself was personally indebted to them, 
in taking those chores off his own hands. The Rev. Maulding looked 
up, into the tranquil sky. Not a cloud to be seen. 

Henry Caulwell as it happened was at this moment, like George 
Bington, in the privacy of his own home with a young lady. Not 
quite as young as Sandra Jenkins, Gwen Hopgood was twenty three 
and one of the Young Wives. Gwen was looking at Mr Caulwell 
in a similar apprehensive fashion to that shown a little earlier by 
Sandra Jenkins. 

‘I think so,’ Henry Caulwell was saying. ‘I think we must, Gwen.’ 
Unctuous tones. It-is-for-your-own-good tones. Gwen, a shapely 
blonde, protesting but in tones of one who knows her protests will 
be unavailing. ‘Get them off, Gwen, please,’ Mr Caulwell says, 
more sharply. 

Yes it must be inferred that Mr Caulwell has Gwen Hopgood in 
his power, has something ‘on’ her, in the same way that George 
Bington does with Sandra. For Gwen in spite of her protestations 
is lifting her skirt. Displaying palely rounded thighs. And above, 
pale blue knickers tight over ripe hindquarters. She is now unhap- 
pily lowering this garment. While Mr Caulwell goes over to reach 
behind his settee. Bringing out a nasty looking (very nasty looking 


if you are Gwen Hopgood) cane. 

George Bington has not resorted to his cane. Perhaps he won’t 
today. He is still putting that hard right hand to excellent use. San- 
dra’s yelps are as keen and urgent as ever; the writhings of her 
bared bottom, now a bright red, as desperate. But the yelps can- 
not be heard, not by any third party. George lives alone. No one 
can hear, no one can know, what Sandra is having to submit to, 
in the privacy of the hall. 

But is this entirely true, that no one can know? That visitor, 
who has gone for a stroll round the village. He has, unwittingly 
presumably, followed the route taken by the two bicyclists, San- 
dra and Mr Bington. The visitor has a pair of bird-watching 
binoculars slung about his neck and casting about with them in 
search of feathered wildlife he has chanced to observe two bicycles 
outside the hall, set back from the lane. The bicycles — well one 
is certainly a girl’s and could well be the one he has seen ridden 
past the rectory earlier. He cannot be sure: it was naturally the 
girl, and those thighs, which commanded his attention, not the bike. 
Nonetheless... 

It is presumably idle curiosity, also no doubt that quest for 
feathered creatures. Well something; there is no way the visitor 
could know. Or even guess. Upper Nettleton was clearly one of 
those drowsy, nothing-going-on places just as the vicar had said. 
Quite evidently. But the visitor has headed off round the back, 
through the wood which opens out at the rear of the church hall. 
There is a rise of ground at the back and one could certainly not 
observe unobserved. Unless one had a powerful pair of binoculars. 

George Bington has not thought of the need for discretion. He 
is still at work on Sandra’s delicious bottom. It is writhing and jerk- 
ing. Sandra yelping: ‘No. Please! No more!’ He does eventually 
stop. A glance at the window but naturally there is nothing, nobody, 
to be seen. He proceeds to do something else. To the up-ended 
chorister. Something that it must be said Mr Bington has done to 
Sandra before. She hates it. So she always tells herself. Although 
the sounds Sandra makes when it is happening are at best 
amgibuous. 

The sounds Gwen Hopgood is making are not at all ambiguous. 
There is nothing remotely ambiguous about a rattan cane sharply 
striking a young woman’s bared nates when she is bent over the 
arm of a chair to present them in a promiment position. Nothing 
at all. The sounds Gwen is emitting, as the cane makes its mark, 
are undoubtedly sounds of keen, nerve-grabbing pain. 

Some little while later the visitor passes Gwen Hopgood in the 
lane. He gives her a polite, friendly smile; she is after all a very 


pretty young woman. Gwen flushes. Imagining for the moment that 
somehow this stranger could know. What she has so recently sub- 
mitted to in Mr Caulwell’s lounge. But that is silly. How could he? 
She walks by, conscious of the stranger’s eyes on her. 

His eyes are indeed on her. For a moment a thought flits through 
his head that is not far removed from what Gwen imagined he might 
be thinking. But his mind is not on Gwen Hopgood. She is not 
the one he is waiting for. It is a young lady on a bicycle, who 
has to come this way. 

Shortly she does appear. The girl, the bicycle, those marvellous 
flexing thighs. Modestly she tugs at her skirt as she sees this man, 
recognising him. The visitor at the rectory, whom Mr Bington seem- 
ed so interested in. She produces a smile of recognition. She is 
going to cycle by, but his hand comes out. Greeting her. Stopping 
her. Wobbling, she pulls to a halt. The man speaks. She smiles 
again. Nods. They begin to walk along the lane. There is more 
talk. Inconsequential. And then the man asks, casually, ‘Is it sore?’ 
Laughing. ‘I mean it will be. Even if you’re used to it. It will still 
be sore.’ 

The girl red-faced, bewildered looking. Answers. Saying 
something. The man: ‘Is there somewhere we can go. You know, 
a quiet spot.’ He laughs again. ‘I want to see.’ 

The vicar is giving those greenfly a burst with the bug-killer. Gwen 
Hopgood is back in her house preparing a salad for her husband’s 
lunch. If he asks she will say she went to Mr Caulwell’s house this 
morning. The Young Wives’ outing to Bath next month; she is 
helping with the planning. It is always best to lie as little as possi- 
ble and some busybody may well have seen her go there. She will 
have to be careful Jim doesn’t see her bottom for the next twenty 
four hours though. 

Mr Maulding is wondering vaguely about his own lunch. He has 
presumed his visitor will be back for the meal although nothing 
was specifically said. 

The visitor is now in that wood to the south of the village. With 
Sandra and her bike. Well not exactly with her bike which has 
been left as they have gone further in among the ancient oaks. A 
little grassy spot, quiet and secluded: just the sort of place he had 
in mind. Not at all keen to be doing it, Sandra is nonetheless sliding 
down her knickers. 

The sun continues to shine brightly down. Filtering through the 
pale green oak leaves onto Sandra, and our visitor. Shining with 
full force onto the rectory lawn, the vicar’s roses. He goes inside. 
The heat is really quite intense, for England. Upper Nettleton 
drowses. 


IN 

A 
COUNTRY 
RETREAT 


n one or two of the better-class journals — Coun- 
[= Manners, The English Gentlewoman — one can 

sometimes see a discreet advertisement. St 
Antonia’a. A ladies-only retreat. A haven of peace 
away from the cares of the modern world. There is no 
address but interested persons are invited to phone the 
number given. It is a London number. 


* * * 


A high-walled estate deep in a wooded corner of the 
Home Counties. It’s impressive iron gates bear some 
armorial device but no name to indicate what this place 
is or who might reside here. If anyone does. The heavy 
gates are locked and chained but these fastenings are 
in a good state of repair: oiled and firm. not rusted 
through and the same can be said for the gates” hinges. 
There is no one to be seen but from the state of these 
gates one might surmise that the place has not been 
abandoned, deserted. And indeed if one could see in 
beyond the thick circle of trees and shrubs growing 
inside that daunting wall, if one could follow the win- 
ding driveway to the house itself one would see that 
this property is certainly not deserted. One would see... 

For this place, in its remote, leafy setting, unnam- 
ed, not at all easy to find, and if by chance found, firm- 
ly barred to the stranger, is of course St Antonia’s. 
At the end of that meandering drive is a substantial late 
Victorian house. Solidly built and looking out at the 
back onto well-kept lawns and flower gardens. Yes, 
St Antonia’s. A ladies-only retreat did it say in the 
advertisement? What exactly can that mean? A health 
farm of some sort? Well, there are elements of that 
about it but St Antonia’s is certainly not the normal 
sort of health farm. 

Because if we could in some way gain entrance — 
through those redoubtable looking gates or over that 
broken-glass-topped wall which incidentally also has 
a security warning wire running round its inner side 
— what do we see? On, say, this pleasant afternoon 
in June. It is 4 o’clock, tea-time, and crossing that well- 
tended lawn from the summer-house to the main 
building is one of the guests. An inmate, although that 
word does have unfortunate overtones. A young lady. 
A pretty young woman of 20. She is blonde but one 
can only assume this from her skin colouring for her 
hair is hidden. She has also an attractive, shapely 
figure,slim-waisted but well rounded in those parts of 
a young woman’s figure that should be well filled out, 
but one cannot see this because her figure is also hid- 
den. For the young woman is clothed in the en- 
shrouding black habit of a nun. 


Black enveloping robes relieved only by the pure 
white wimple at her face. Yes, she is dressed as a nun, 
although there is an unusual feature: the habit is very 
short, the hem well above her knees. Her very attrac- 
tive legs are bare. Her feet are in white, polished 
leather high-heeled shoes: not perhaps the ideal wear 
for walking on a lawn and she is being careful not to 
put her weight on the heels. Under the black habit there 
is a graceful sway to her hips. It is, one must say, an 
unexpected sight, if one knows nothing of St Antonia’s; 
but it is of course a sight that will not be revealed to 
the world at large. 

Her name is Adrienne Lingford. Adrienne is a young 
married lady, married only six months. She has been 
sent here by her husband who is older, 47. For that 
rest and tranquillity which St Antonia’s offers in its 
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advertisement, but perhaps more importantly for what 
that advertisement does not specify. Because St An- 
tonia’s can provide other services for young, inex- 
perienced ladies. Discipline. Most particularly 
discipline, and training, without which any young 
woman’s education is incomplete. Gentlemen who 
marry younger wives will in particular be advised of 
this: it will save a lot of problems in the years to come. 
St Antonia’s is one of the foremost establishments pro- 
viding such a service. But discreetly. Discretion is in 
everyone’s interest. Hence the security. Hence those 
ads which give no inkling of this side of St Antonia’s. 

The nun’s habit... 

St Antonia’s is not a regular order. The young ladies 
who come here for two weeks or a month are taking 
no vows which would be recognised by any establish- 
ed order or which will lead to a religious life. They 
are not nuns in fact. But a nun’s life does celebrate 
in an extreme form those qualities which are wholly 
admirable for any well-bred young woman: the quali- 
ty of physical and mental discipline especially, together 
with those of meekness and submission. By wearing 
the nun’s habit they are constantly reminded of these 
qualities which they have been sent here to St Antonia’s 
to have instilled into them. 

Young lady visitors to St Antonia’s are fitted out with 
the dress on arrival. They will wear it constantly — 
apart from in bed of course — until their stay is com- 
plete. A simple black robe and hood, a starched white 
wimple framing the face. A normal nun’s habit except 
that the skirt of the robe reaches only to mid-thigh, 
revealing the bare legs. They after all are not nuns and 
this will serve as a reminder of the outside world to 
which they will soon return. 

The young lady visitors are of course all disciplined 
as proper young nuns would be. Physical discipline is 
strongly emphasised. Chastisement. The flesh made 
to suffer. And the mind through pain learning how it 
must conform. - 

Adrienne Lingford on this warm June afternoon has 


reached the main building. It will shortly be tea-time 
and she will have her tea but first of all she has an ap- 
pointment. With Mr Beche, her main instructor. There 
are four instructors in total, plus the principal, Mr 
Pascal. At present there are four young ladies in 
residence. Only a maximum of six is taken at any one 
time because a high instructor/pupil ratio is essential 
in order to provide personal and individual instruction. 
Mr Beche is Adrienne’s main instructor although she 
also sees the others. She has in fact just been with one 
of them, Mr Gleber, in the summer-house. 

Adrienne knocks on Mr Beche’s door and then 
enters. He is not in but her instructions are to go in 
and wait. Mr Beche will not be long. She looks around, 
a somewhat agitated, apprehensive expression on her 
pretty face, and goes to stand at the polished table. She 
is going to be caned. This is the primary purpose of 
the appointment. Adrienne knows this. Being caned 
is singularly unpleasant and painful and also 
humiliating. It is meant to be unpleasant of course. As 
a girl is taught, it is through that unpleasantness that 
the character and will and resolve are improved. 
Theoretically therefore a caning session should be 
welcomed, though it is not. 

Mr Gleber, in the summer-house, has not caned 
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Adrienne. He could have caned her, he is free to do 
so, any instructor can cane a girl whenever he feels 
like doing so, because it is good for her. But Mr Gleber 
has not. Instead, as they sat in the pleasant seclusion 
of the summer-house, he has been stroking those 
delightful bare legs. His hand caressingly up on 
Adrienne’s thighs, sliding up beyond the already high 
skirt hem, sliding all the way up. While telling her in 
a soft and persuasive voice that he can get her caning 
greatly reduced. There will be no more caning from 
him and he can also persuade the other instructors to 
cut down. In exchange for this all Mr Gleber wants 
is carnal knowledge of Adrienne. Sexual intercourse. 

Sexual intercourse with instructors is certainly not 
on the official schedule at St Antonia’s. What Mr 
Gleber has been suggesting is a purely personal, unof- 
ficial proposal, a wish for personal gratification, and 
if Adrienne were to mention it to Mr Beche or the prin- 
cipal Mr Gleber would undoubtedly deny he had made 
these overtures. Adrienne has said no to Mr Gleber 
although what he has offered is tempting. The canings 
are at times almost too much to take, and also sexual 
intercourse, which she has not had now for a week, 
would be a heady release from the constant disciplines 
of St Antonia’s. Even perhaps sexual intercourse with 
Mr Gleber who is not especially attractive. 

But the illegal suggestion, and that hand arousingly 
up between Adrienne’s thighs, could merely be a trick. 
Mr Gleber attempting to get her to agree to a clearly 
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forbidden act...which will afford the excuse for 
Adrienne to be caned with even greater frequency and 
ferocity. 

Adrienne, standing against the table, bites her lip. 
Mr Gleber and his hand have got her all trembly and 
agitated. And at any moment now... 

Mr Beche enters, causing a nervous little gasp from 
Adrienne. She has been in here enough times, several 
sessions most days, but familiarity in no way makes 
it easier to take. Mr Beche’s cane is really dreadful 
and, no doubt due to Mr Gleber, the prospect at the 
moment is more dreadful than ever before. Adrienne 
would at this moment gladly offer Mr Beche what Mr 
Gleber was after, simply to avoid this one more can- 
ing which is now to take place. But Mr Beche, as she 
has a pretty good idea, is not at all interested in that. 

Mr Beche, in his late fifties, impeccably dressed as 
always in a dark suit, is not interested in sex. He is 
not interested in soft words or stroking Adrienne’s legs. 
In making her gasp as he gets his fingers on that furry 
slit at the top of her thighs. The only gasping Mr Beche 
wants to hear is that induced by his cane. As it zips 
down onto Adrienne’s bare bottom. Mr Beche is a 
stern, unyielding disciplinarian. His duty and also his 
pleasure is to make the pretty visitors to St Antonia’s 
suffer. Make them experience breath-stopping pain. 
So that when they go back to the outside world with 
all its seductions and temptations which lie in wait for 
pretty young women they will not succumb. They will 
remain good, dutiful, faithful wives. 

Mr Beche would indeed be shocked were he to guess 
that the temptations of the outside world may have 
penetrated the secure walls of St Antonia’s itself in the 
shape of his colleague Matthew Gleber. If he did, 
though, his response would be to deal even more fierce- 
ly with Adrienne, to strengthen her possibly fragile 
defences. 


Mr Beche doesn’t know but he is going to deal most 
fiercely with Adrienne nonetheless. As he always does. 
A little preamble as he inquires how she has spent her 
time since he last had her here this morning. Halting- 
ly, her mind on what is inevitably to come, Adrienne 
tells him. After lunch, during the free period, she has 
walked in the garden with Gillian. And then has come 
her session with Mr Gleber. ‘We discussed world af- 
fairs.’ They indeed did discuss such matters, until Mr 
Gleber made known to Adrienne, for the first time, 
where his interests lay. 

‘No chastisement?’ inquires Mr Beche. Adrienne 
shakes her head. ‘No, Mr Beche.’ Mr Gleber has of 
course caned her before. As have the other instruc- 
tors and also Mr Pascal, the principal. Mr Gleber has 
also spanked Adrienne’s bare bottom. Mr Gleber is 
able to deal out chastisement with the best of them and 
if Adrienne is not going to acceed to his request he 
no doubt will continue, probably with even greater 
ferocity. Until... 

‘So nothing since this morning, young woman? Well 
we had better do something about that, eh? Otherwise 
you may be thinking that St Antonia’s-is some sort of 
holiday camp.’ 

Mr Beche has two favourite positions for caning, 
both of them using that splendid polished table which 
Adrienne is now standing against, her ripe bottom 
lightly against the edge, steadying her in her present 
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agitated state. In the least horrible of the two positions 
the girl — Adrienne — has to bend over it, her face 
down on the polished top, with the black robe up over 
her back and the brief, skimpy knickers that young 
ladies wear at St Antonia’s slid down to her knees. Her 
feet in the high-heeled shoes are positioned as far away 
from the table as she can reach. In the other position, 
much, much worse, though of course both are dread- 
ful, she is on her back up on the table top. Lying on 
her back with her legs held high above her face. Her 
knickers are again lowered — raised in this position 
— to her knees. 

The second position with its inevitable blatant ex- 
posure makes a young lady sweat even to think about 
it. Even after a week here, a week in which she has 
had to assume the position every day. Because Mr 
Beche is very keen on that posture and as Adrienne’s 
primary instructor he canes her in at least two sessions 
(morning and afternoon) each day (there are often 
more, non-scheduled sessions). So inevitably each day 
Adrienne finds herself up on the table top in that too, 
too awful position, blatantly exposed and in addition 
to this anguish there is Mr Beche’s dreadful cane sting- 
ing down onto her most sensitive parts. 

Adrienne had a session on her back this morning and 
now Mr Beche wants her like that again. At first a cou- 
ple of strokes bent over the table but then, inevitably, 
with her bottom humming, he is pulling Adrienne 
upright. Telling her to get up, on the table. 

No doubt it is due to that business with Mr Gleber 
in the summer-house, for today it is all much worse, 
although it has always been quite dreadful before. Mr 
Gleber getting Adrienne’s sensitive body hotly arous- 
ed, in an ultra-sensitive state. His hand stroking her 
legs, getting in between her silky thighs. Making her 
part them and then his hand actually on her throbbing 
sex, rubbing up and down along the exquisitely sen- 
sitive lips. Making her moan. All that is having its ef- 
fect now as Adrienne is up on the table top for Mr 


Beche. Hanging onto the backs of her knees and simply 
shrieking. 

Adrienne is not able to face a thing when, a little 
later, she goes in to tea with the other young lady 
guests. The thought of tea — even the choicest Earl 
Grey in St Antonia’s delicate porcelain — or anything 
to eat makes her feel quite sick. She manages to sit 
down, on her fiery bottom, but it is agony. But of 
course the bottoms of the other girls — Gillian, Susan, 
Charlotte — are quite probably in a similar state. They 
are managing to eat though. 

Mr Gleber after tea contrives another meeting with 
Adrienne. Perhaps he senses that although she refus- 
ed him in the summer-house she was on the border line. 
And this time, even though it may be a trick, with the 
awful memory of that most recent session with Mr 
Beche fresh in her mind, Adrienne does say yes. If he 
can really promise... 

Mr Gleber assures her he can. But can he? Or is it 
a trick? Soon after 9.30, the hour when lady guests 
have to retire to bed, Mr Gleber creeps silently into 
Adrienne’s room. The black habit is-folded on the plain 
wooden chair. Adrienne is nude under the bedcover. 
Shivering. Getting on for ten on a warm June night 
in southern England and it is still half light outside in 
the tranquill grounds of St Antonia’s, but Adrienne’s 
curtains are drawn and there is shadowy darkness on 
the scene that now is enacted. Mr Gleber on top of 
Adrienne, inside her, enjoying her lovely body to the 
full. 

Adrienne’s head is full, like her body. Surging emo- ° 
tions. Spinning thoughts. What will tomorrow bring? 
Can this heavy man on top of her, thrusting deep in- 
side her, deliver on his promise. Will he even attempt 
to? Or will she instead be dragged before Mr Pascal 
— and then punished by a virtual non-stop day of 
caning? 

Outside in the grounds an owl hoots. 
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The postman has already called when Henry 
wanders downstairs at half-past six on this Satur- 
day morning. There are several brown manilla 
envelopes on the doormat, one of them large and 
fat. It is the one he has been expecting. Over 
coffee and a bowl of cornflakes he slits the 
envelope open. 


‘Dear H. 


Photos of Gillian, as promised. She is the girl 
with short dark hair and the ‘fuck-me’ expres- 
sion; the other girl is Freddie’s ‘secretary’, but I 
dare say you’ve come across — or up — her 
before.’ 


Henry has, when she was a year or so younger 
and new to it all. She’d been twenty then — word 
had it that freddie was ‘bringing on’ another girl, 


a younger one. He would have to get something 
arranged there. 


Henry has already glanced through the photos; 
now he looks at them one by one, taking in the 
girl’s face, then her body, and then studying her 
face again more closely. The new one is 
delicious. Big, unhappy eyes, pouty lips — a pro- 
per little cock-tweaker, this one. 


An hour later he ’phones the rota organiser, 
Bert, who sent the letter and the photos. The 
pictures of Gillian are on the study desk in front 

of him. 


‘Hello Bertie. Got the pictures of that new Gillian 
— Eh? Smashing — I'd like to have her for a 
day or two.’ Wouldn’t everyone, says Bert. 


‘Can’t I pull a bit of rank?’ says Henry. ‘Founder 
member and all that?’ Bert says her next 
available ‘booking’ is six weekends away in 
theory. Her sponsor isn’t going to let her novelty 
wear off too soon, and is going to bargain hard 
meanwhile. 


‘Can’t you talk to him for me?’ None of the 

members has any other member’s address or 

phone number; everything has to go through 
Bert. Bert is no fool. 


ll want something in return, I 


‘Could dp but he 
P dare say.’ 


Of course he will, and Henry knows what. 
Rachel. 


‘Tell him O.K. Who’s got Gillian now, by the 
way? 


‘No-one’, says Bert. ‘She’s at college until 
Christmas’. 


‘College? How old is she, then?’ 
‘Eighteen; just right, eh?’ 


‘I thought she must work for him, or something. 
What’s the relationship there?’ 


‘You know I’m not allowed to pass that kind of 
information on, Henry.’ Part of the club’s policy; 
security, discretion. 


‘O.K. Well give him a ring, will you? And he can 
have Rachel.’ Pity — Rachel is his new stable- 
girl, desperate to ride Silver Tartan and make it 
in show jumping, as pretty as a picture and with 
that most useful ability, so far as Henry and his 
associates are concerned, to close her eyes and 

think of Wembly while her other end squirms 
charmingly about across Henry’s knee and goes 
a pretty shade of pink under the attentions of his 
palm. Well, Rachel’s plump little bottom would 
have to put up with a bit more than a spanking 
from now on; he’d wanted to keep her to himself 
for a while yet, but if Rachel was the price, then 
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igh in the church tower the bell 
tolls out the hours: 
One...Two...Three...Nine 


O’Clock. An owl hoots in accompanie- 
ment: a warning to small creatures to lie 
low, stay close to their nests. As we may 
assume most human inhabitants of the 
village are staying close to theirs. The 
telly of course; the lives of most of them 
nowadays will revolve around the telly. 
The Nine O’Clock News. Some others 
will naturally be in the pub, The Cock 
Pheasant, but for those individuals, most 
of them, this will be their normal even- 
ing habitat. But one or two are not at 
home or in the Pheasant. 

Delia Greenaway for one. 

In spite of her spouse’s protests. ‘Your 
choir night’s Mondays. Why every 
Wednesday as well?’ 

The Greenaways, Delia and Raymond, 
21 and 23 respectively, have been join- 
ed in holy wedlock for less than a year. 
It is perhaps little wonder therefore that 
Raymond, no chorister himself, feels 
some annoyance at this loss of connubial 
evenings. He complains but of course he 
knows the answer. 

“You know why, Raymond. I need the 


practice. You know Mr Plummer says 
I’ve got talent and it needs developing. 
I wish you wouldn’t try to make me feel 
guilty all the time.’ 

The talents of Delia which interest 
Raymond lie in another direction: though 
if he says something along these lines he 
will be accused of being crude and never 
thinking of anything else. ‘And 
anyway...’ 

Anyway those talents are displayed, 
practised, in the Greenaways solid dou- 
ble bed and Delia is not reluctant in that 
respect. It is only that Raymond does like 
to refer to it in a way Delia finds embar- 
rassing, and does seem always to be 
thinking about it. There are other things 
to be thinking about. The choir, singing, 
for instance. 

So on this Wednesday evening Delia 
is not at home, Summertime Cottage, 
where a disgruntled Raymond is glower- 
ing alone at the Nine O’Clock News 
presenter. Delia is at Mr Plummer’s. Mr 
Plummer, Oswald, is choir-master at St. 
Margaret’s. 

They are in the cosy sitting room. Just 
Delia and Mr Plummer. It is of course 
.a private lesson. Others in the choir are 


not deemed to need this extra tuition. But 
then others do not look like Delia. Not 
at all. Stunningly yellow-blonde, violet- 
blue eyed, with handsome, firmly 
chiselled features. And of course the rest 
of her. A stunning figure too, mouth- 
watering, which no doubt at this mo- 
ment, were she at home at Summertime 
Cottage, Raymond the insatiable spouse 
would be grappling to get at even though 
it is only nine o’clock and what he wants 
is not proper for the lounge sofa (even, 
such is Raymond’s depravity, the lounge 
floor) at nine o’clock in the evening. 
This stunning form is not clothed as 
when Delia left home this evening. No, 


it is not in that neat blouse and skirt she 
was wearing when saying goodbye to 
irate Raymond (‘I won’t be late.’) It is 
not actually an outfit Raymond has seen. 
Raymond, Delia is quite sure, would not 
understand. It is...well, it is just a little 
thing between chorister and choirmaster. 
A jokey little thing you could say. Well, 
a sort of joke. Mr Plummer said it was 
his little joke when he first produced it. 
Because it is a sort of variant of the nor- 
mal chorister’s robe — but this particular 
variant is not one a young lady chorister 
would think to wear in church. Or 
anywhere else in public. For the skirt of 
the robe is extremely short. The hem 
mid-thigh high. To show off sexy white, 
lacy-patterned stockings. Proper stock- 
ings, not tights, their tops fastened to the 
slim straps of a white suspender belt. The 
skirt of the chorister’s robe is sufficient- 
ly short that these suspender straps, and 
bare thigh, can be seen in any slight ben- 
ding movement Delia makes. 

Not that Delia is bending at this mo- 
ment. She is standing at Mr Plummer’s 
side, in the white high-heeled courts 
which are also part of this outfit, while 
Mr Plummer discusses something: one 
of the works they are to practise. As Mr 
Plummer speaks... 

One hesitates to say this, especially 
when one is mindful of Raymond 
Greenaway back at their home morose- 
ly watching the news. But still, he is not 
likely to find out and what the eye does 
not see, etc. Mr Plummer, then, has his 
hand up Delia’s skirt. Up the back of that 
short skirt and it is fondling Delia’s bot- 
tom which is clad — more accurately 
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partially clad — in a vestigal pair of 
cobwebby white knickers. (These 
knickers are part of Mr Plummer’s 
special outfit too.) The hand is fondling 
Delia’s partially bare bottom and she is 
not struggling to get away; she is stan- 
ding there accepting it. 

All of this — Mr Plummer’s groping 
hand and Delia’s apparently meek accep- 
tance of it, and also her special 


chorister’s outfit — is quite a surprise. 
It would certainly be a surprise to Ray- 
mond Greenaway or to any of the young 
Greenaways’ acquaintances who know 
Delia as a somewhat prim and proper 
young woman. Hands up skirts? How 
can this be? How can Oswald Plummer 
have managed to get to this stage — and 
indeed he has got further. If the evening 
progresses as most recent Wednesday 


evenings have we shall see him go fur- 
ther. How...? 

It is all to do with the singing lessons. 
And with a certain gullibility on Delia’s 
part. She has fallen first of all for Mr 
Plummer’s line that she has a gem of a 
voice, an un-cut diamond which he can 
cut and polish if Delia will only place 
herself in his hands. In fact Delia 
Greenaway’s voice is nothing special. 


Pleasant enough but it can only become 
special if you consider the rest of her: 
the face, the dazzling hair, and of course 
that womanly shape. (For Oswald Plum- 
mer it is Delia’s bottom that is of especial 
interest — as evidenced by the fact that 
his hand is at present handling it — but 
we will come to that.) 

So gullibility and credulity get Delia 
to Mr Plummer’s house on Wednesday 


evenings and once there he works even 
further on her credulity. Oswald Plum- 
mer might be an ordinary looking 
gentleman but he has a persuasive way 
with him. Persuading Delia to ac- 
cept...well, first of all this outfit. ‘Of 
course you won’t wear it anywere else, 
Delia dear. Only here at our private 
lessons. It is merely my little joke. m 
sure you won’t begrudge an old 


gentleman his little joke.’ 

No, not when this old gentleman is tell- 
ing her she has what is basically one of 
the most marvellous voices he has ever 
heard. It lacks only work and training. 
Mr Plummer incidentally is not that old. 
In his 50s. Old enough, though, and suf- 
ficiently innocuous seeming for Ray- 


mond Greenaway easily to dismiss any 
thoughts he might harbour that there 
could be an ulterior motive in the 
Wednesday singing lessons. 

Once Delia has accepted this unex- 
pected outfit which Mr Plummer pro- 
duces the choirmaster’s next move is not 
that difficult. His hand up the back of the 


short skirt. Delia has unfortunately 
shown that she is gullible. And that she 
can’t, or won’t, oppose his will. 

‘Stand quite still, my dear. I want you 
to show you can concentrate. Put other 
distractions out of your mind. All the 
great singers have the ability to 
concentrate.’ 


It is of course awful for Delia. Her 
mind knows that Mr Plummer is doing 
an outrageous thing. His hand stroking 
the bare flesh high up on her thighs. It 
is the sort of thing that Delia’s straight- 
laced mind utterly rejects. Mr Plummer 
is feeling her up in ৪ particularly 
disgusting manner. Her mind screams 


that at her. In any other cir- 
cumstances...but now...well, it is Mr 
Plummer. Who has got himself into this 
very special position. Her private sing- 
ing instructor. She can’t object. She can’t 
slap his face, spit out the he’s a dirty old 
man. As she did when old Mr Mer- 


rydrew, another village worthy who has 
eyed Delia, attempted the same sort of 
thing one evening in a corner of the Cock 
Pleasant. No... 

So for several Wednesday evenings 
now, at least, that hand of Mr Plum- 
mer’s...lessons in concentration. He does 


not necessarily make her sing whilst he 
is doing it, though. He mostly does it 
while he is talking. So really that 
business about learning to concentrate on 
her singing...No, Delia knows really that 
Mr Plummer simply likes doing it. As 
Mr Merrydrew would like doing it if he 
got half a chance. This totally abhorrent 
thing. It makes her perspire to think 
about it. When she is at home with Ray- 
mond for instance. Delia can scarcely 
believe she can do this: stand here and 
let Mr Plummer do it. But she can, she 
does. And this is not all. Oh no. There 
is the rest of it. 

Unbelievable but there is more. Which 
is even worse. In fact very shortly 
now...Mr Plummer will say...he will 
take his hand away from Delia’s bottom, 
which is something, but it is only a tem- 
porary respite, and he will say... 

“Let me see then, Delia dear. Lift up.’ 

Yes. Today is no different. 

At home, reliving this awful business 
in her mind, Delia tells herself that next 
time she won’t. She will speak simply but 
firmly to Mr Plummer, not getting ex- 
cited...‘Look. Please Mr Plummer. I 
really don’t think this is necessry. I can 
practise concentration and discipline in 
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some other way. This doesn’t help me, 
it simply makes me nervous, so that I 
can't sing properly.” And Mr Plummer 
will say, “Yes, you’re probably right. 
OK. We’ll stop all that business.’ 

But today, as on those other days, 
Delia cannot make herself say this. Even 
if she could she knows that Mr Plummer 
would probably take no notice and make 
her anyway. So she doesn’t speak. 


Trembling from that hand at her bottom 
Delia meekly does what she has to. It is 
another test: supposedly self-discipline 
rather than concentration this time. She 
must raise her skirt, up round her waist. 
Standing quite still and straight, high 
heels together, she must lift the short 
skirt up to her waist and thereby display 
what is underneath. Which is only that 
suspender belt plus the brief web-like 
knickers. 

Could Raymond or Delia’s friends im- 
agine this? 

How many times has she broken out 
in little beads of perspiration at the very 
thought! 

It is dreadful — but there is more. For 
these last three Wednesdays there has 
been more, diabolically so, and there is 
to be tonight. Delia’s bottom, which 
from the very start Mr Plummer show- 
ed an especial interest in. Those delec- 
table rear divisions which he has had his 
hand on up her skirt. Yes... 

“Very good, my dear. And now we 
will do the other. After that you can try 
the first piece.’ 

Yes, any actual singing on these even- 
ings takes second place to these other ex- 
ercises. Correction; discipline, etc. This 
final exercise is also in the interests of 
disciplinary training according to our 
choirmaster. It is nothing less than a hard 
and stinging spanking of Delia’s bare 
bottom. 

Over his lap. Chorister’s robe pulled 
high over her back. Brief little knickers 
slid down to the region of her knees. (Mr 
Plummer sometimes requires his pupil to 
reach behind her when she is in place on 
his lap and take them down herself). Legs 
extended, knees kept straight. And 
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then...but perhaps we should pass over 
the final desperate, humiliating business 
in silence. Not that Oswald Plummer’s 
sitting room, curtains drawn against the 
soft and vibrant evening world, is silent. 
The sounds are of flesh sharply meeting 
flesh. And consequent feminine yelps 
and half-muffled cries. Well, a girl does 
her best not to cry out. 

Delia is not late back. Not later than 
normal, certainly. Her lesson with Mr 
Plummer occupies two hours, which has 
come to be the norm. Part of this time 
has been spent in singing. ‘Making ex- 


cellent progress,’ is the verdict of Delia's ` 


mentor. 

It is of course time for bed when Delia 
gets back. A cup of cocoa first and then 
bed. Bed at least takes the edge off of 
Raymond’s acute annoyance. And as it 
happens Delia is more responsive than 
usual after an evening with Mr Plummer. 
Thinking of it, the enormity of it. that 
she can allow herself to be party to such 


a thing. and moreover the heart-stopping 
possibility that perhaps Raymond might 
find out...All of this does tend to make 


a young woman more active and respon- 
sive in the marital bed. Sex is a release, 
a relief, after all. 


she would have to pay it, on his behalf. 


ll call him now,’ says Bert. 

‘You'll let me know as soon as you can?’ 
‘Yes.’ Bert hangs up. He flips through his 
register of members and comes up with the 
Reverend Markham’s number. The telephone 
rings for a long time, but isn’t answered. Bert 
doesn’t really have to wonder why; Gillian isn’t 
Reverend Markham’s girl, but she does happen 
to be staying with that gentleman this weekend. 
Bert hasn’t told Henry because the Reverend 
Markham isn’t a member, but Gillian is at the 
Rectory right now because the Reverend has 
plenty of money, and Bert doesn’t mind some of 


it coming his way. 

The Reverend Markham has heard the ’phone 
ring several times this morning, but has ignored 
it. Gillian has hardly heard it. 

At this moment, Gillian is spread-eagled across 
the end of the Reverend’s big double bed, with 
half a dozen pillows under her tummy to elevate 
her hips to a comfortable height — comfortable 
for the cleric, not for her — and she is being 
slowly and methodically fucked for the second 
time this morning, after a six-thirty spanking 
across her own bed in the little room she has 
been given at the top of the house. If Bert rings 
back in half an hour, he might get an answer. 
Meanwhile, the Reverend Markham is busy. 


DAU 


ear Sirs, 

I’m writing to thank you for 
publishing my letter, along with a 
photograph of ‘Katie’, in Supple- 
ment 13. I must say it has given me 
enormous satisfaction. 


I first discovered that you’d put her 
in the magazine when I was brows- 
ing in a bookshop in Soho. I cannot 
describe the effect of turning the 
page to see a girl I know so well pic- 
tured in a magazine for devotees of 
CP. I filched that picture of her last 
summer, and it was with the inten- 
tion of having a good shot of her 
bum for my own purposes. I’m so 
glad I decided to offer her to a wider 
audience. The photo takes on a 
special magic, sandwiched between 
one reader’s description of scrubb- 
ing a girl’s genitals and another’s en- 
thusiastic advocation of Dickensian 
floggings for Nigerian girls. And 
there’s my neighbour’s daughter, 
served up for everybody’s wanking 
pleasure, eighteen and absolutely 
delectable! 


My primary purpose in writing this 
second letter is to encourage other 
readers to send in photos of girls 
they know. It really is the most ex- 
quisite thrill to know that she is be- 
ing used as a target for other 
peoples’ fantasies, that one has been 
responsible for making an unsuspec- 
ting girl’s bottom the focus for the 
lustful attention of thousands. 


Nicest of all was meeting Katie and 
her mother a couple of days later, 
chatting away as usual while I im- 
agined what Katie’s mother’s feel- 
ings would: be if she knew her 
daughter’s fat, sexy arse was at that 
very moment being assessed as an 


object to be whipped. 


I only have two regrets. One is that 
no letters have been published of 
other readers’ detailed suggestions of 
how to deal with Katie (though her 
bottom has inevitably aroused com- 
ment). The other regret is that I was 
so lenient with her. The regime I 
proposed was limited by a fear that 
you might not publish her picture if 
the letter was too strong. However, 
I’ve been shamed for my timidity by 
another letter suggesting reform for 
Mandy, another reader’s next-door 
neighbour. 


You’ll remember that my first letter 
merely described the girl and set for- 
ward how I would organise her 
lessons. This consisted basically of 
dressing her in tight pyjamas and 
thrashing her at every opportunity. 
However, this would take up only 
part of her day, and I thought you 
might like to hear what I’d do to her 
during the rest of the time. 


Katie would sleep in what is present- 
ly my box-room. There would be a 
child’s bed in there (no mattress) and 
a couple of rough, itchy blankets. No 
carpets or decorations of any kind. 
She would sleep naked. Over her 
bed would be a large fire-alarm bell, 
operated by a switch in my bedroom. 
Thus I could wake her at any time 
I wanted by a few deafening blasts. 


I'd also be able to control the 
temperature in her room by remote 
control. Obviously heating would be 
kept to a minimum in winter, but I 
would enjoy turning it on full on 
really hot nights. 


Katie’s day would start with a cold 


shower, after which she would make 
herself attractive, perfume herself, 
and bring me my morning tea (still 
nude). The previous evening I will 
have given her a passage of English 
Literature to memorise, and she will 
wait by my bed until I ask her to 
repeat this. Any mistakes will be 
punished with swipes on the thighs 
with a plastic ruler. 


Like most men, I am at my randiest 
first thing in the morning, and Katie 
will often have to attend to my pro- 
blem, paying lip-service to my 
priapic needs before we proceed any 
further. 


Pd eat a hearty breakfast while she 
dresses in front of me. The first 
costume would be for housework. It 
consists of a small and tight pair of 
cotton knickers. Over these she’d 
wear a pleated games skirt and above 
a white Tee-shirt. Ankle socks and 
plimsolls would complete the 
picture. 


Housework must be done thoroughly 
every day. Special attention must be 
given to skirting boards, which have 
to be cleaned with a toothbrush. This 
obviously involves going down on 
all fours with resultant display of 
chubby bottom, tight knickers hav- 
ing bunched up in the arse-crack. No 
wonder I’d be hard pressed to com- 
plete my crossword with this sort of 
distraction as she slaved away. In 
fact it’s unlikely that I’d be able to 
resist bringing the plastic ruler back 
into play to ensure greater effort. 


General housework having been 
completed, Katie must then turn her 
attention to the day’s ‘special’. This 
would be something nasty dreamed 
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up by me, either pointless and 
humiliating, such as counting every 
grain of rice in a 510 bag, or more 
likely simply the most unpleasant 
thing I could think of. For example, 
she might have to empty a binful of 
kitchen scraps using only her bare 
hands. Then she’d have to clean and 
polish the inside of the bin until it is 
satisfactory in my eyes, then replace 
all the filth again with her bare 
hands. 


Katie is then hosed down with cold 
water, fully dressed. Next she strips 
for a hot hosing down, followed by 
a good scrubbing with a floor brush 
and ‘Flash’. Finally more cold water 
to rinse her off. 


Lunch would be a bowl of cold por- 
ridge followed by prunes. Katie 
would not dress for this, but remain 
dripping outside in the nude, 
whatever the weather. 


Now would follow an hour of exer- 
cise on the good old-fashioned tread- 
mill. Katie would remain naked for 
this, and she’d have to grasp the very 
low bar on the treadmill at all times, 
thus thrusting out her already 
thrusting arse in a thoroughly crude 
manner. It’s vulgarity becomes even 
more pronounced by her pumping 
movements, as I keep her working 
at a brisk trot throughout. Once 
again the plastic ruler is an excellent 
incentive, and Katie’s wobbling 
bum-cheeks are soon scorching. 
Likewise her reddened thighs. 


After a cold shower, Katie would 
don her over-tight pyjamas, and the 
bulk of the afternoon would be spent 
on lessons in the attic, as detailed in 
Supplement 13. At least her fat bot- 
tom will get the sort of caning it has 
been crying out for all day, though 
the tawse will also make regular 
appearances. 


Katie’s evening meal (in contrast 
with my delicious feast) would be a 
couple of slices of bread and a mug 
of water. After this her pyjamas 
would be replaced by a conventional 
outfit of skirt and blouse over plain 
but pretty bra and knickers, smart 
socks and sandals, ready to receive 
the evening’s guests. 


After she has served drinks to all my 
randy friends we begin what we call 
Katie’s ‘ordeal’. First she sits on a 
hard wooden chair in the middle of 
the room. One of our number has the 
task of applying the sensor pads of 
a lie-detector to her inner thighs. To 
one side of the room is a blackboard 
with chalk available. 


We now take it in turns to ask Katie 


the most embarrassing personal 
questions we can think of. She has 
thus to describe in minute detail 
every aspect of her sexual life, from 
fantasy to reality. Any bleep on the 
detector or attempt at evasion results 
in the chalking up of marks on the 
blackboard. These will later be 
translated into strokes of the cane, 
with additional awards for any con- 
fessed ‘immorality’ ensuring that she 
gets an adequate dose. 


Punishment does not immediately 
ensue, but Katie adopts an ‘artistic’ 
pose while we play cards. Everytime 
a game is won the winner is able to 
remove a garment from Katie. Play 
goes on when Katie is nude, though 
this time winners are able to give her 
a stroke with the cane. Only when 
the full total awarded on the 
blackboard has been absolved does 
the card game come to a halt. 


By this time Katie is sobbing and her 
bum is blazing like a furnace. The 
method of allowing winners at cards 
to put the cane across her bottom en- 
sures that the punisher makes the 
most of every stroke, not knowing 
how many more opportunities he 
will get. Furthermore it makes it 
clear to Katie that everyone in the 
room prizes the opportunity to whip 
her fat bottom. 


As soon as cards are over Katie is 
available to all and sundry. The first 
couple of times we would all be a bit 
inhibited, but in due course she 
would be fucked by everyone pre- 
sent. In fact, by this time in the even- 
ing most of us would be very eager, 
so a strict rota has to be observed. 


As each of us fucks her in his prefer- 
red method the others watch and 
shout encouragement, usually urging 
the man to give us a clear view of 
the mechanics of what is going on. 


When everyone has had a turn, Katie 
must adopt her position for the rest 
of the evening, kneeling on the din- 
ing table with her abused posterior 
directly facing the assembly. The 
drinks party goes on till midnight, 


Katie being ignored unless anyone 
has the urge to fuck her again or 
spank her, which he is welcome to 
do. When the guests have gone I 
give her the passage to learn and 
pack her off to bed. 


I hope your readers will feel I’ve 
done justice to Katie. In my earlier 
letter I said that there was no chance 
of me getting another photo of her; 
well, fortune has smiled unexpected- 
ly upon me. While her face is by no 


means as interesting as her bottom, 
I felt your readers would find this an 
aid to their appreciation of Katie. If 
you could reprint my original snap 
of her skirted bum I’d be most 
grateful. 


I cannot say how enjoyable it is to 
set down my true thoughts about a 
perfectly shy and inoffensive girl I 
meet nearly every day. Please urge 
your readers to do the same. And 
any further comments about Katie 
would be most gratifying for me. 
Michael C. 


ear Sir, 

I am writing to say how much 
I enjoyed New Uniform Girls No. 20 
but was disappointed that there was 
no Feedback as I find readers letters 
most enjoyable. 


The best part of Issue 20'was the 
braces punishment of Jennifer on 
Pages 30 to 35 but I felt it would 
have been improved if the girls pubic 
hair had been shaven off. 


I have found girls find it very 
humiliating to be shaven as it leaves 
them completely exposed when they 
bend over for punishment. 


How about a picture story of a girl 
being shaven before punishment; 
also some attention should be given 
to ensure the girls personal hygiene 
is of a high standard. 


Perhaps we can have a story of Per- 
sonal hygiene training. 


Yours faithfully, 
J Richards, London 


ear Sirs, 

Usually I’m content just to 
peruse your magazines and buy 
those which appeal to me, rather 
than write in trying to influence 
policy. I suppose I like to be surpris- 
ed — and also I don’t really want to 
read my own words rather than other 
peoples’. However, I felt I had to 
register my disagreement with two 
letters published in The Supplement 
No. 20, which I would be greatly 
disappointed to see influencing your 
choice of material. 


Surely E Cole of Devon realises that 
he is expressing a very minority 
viewpoint when he says he wants to 
see girls ‘looking faintly amused’ in 
your photos. He says he is ‘not CP 
inclined’ so why doesn’t he stick 
with other magazines? The last think 


I want to see in your publication is 
a photo of a girl with a smirk on her 
face. Similarly I am utterly turned 
off by stories such as ‘The Beat Goes 
On’ (Same Issue) which end in cosy 
reconcilation. I am a genuine CP en- 
thusiast; I buy your magazines 
because I expect them to contain 
punishment, the harsher the better. 
E Cole’s main reason for buying 
Blushes would seem to be the paper 
quality. How minority can you get? 


Almost as silly is the letter from ‘one 
of your devoted readers’ who claims 
‘The CP enthusiast looks for key 
words or phrases’. The CP en- 
thusiast does not. The CP enthusiast 
looks for GENUINE CORPORAL 
PUNISHMENT. This correspon- 
dent objects to ‘crude language’. I 
for one wish you would follow the 
example of practically every other 
sex magazine and start calling a cunt 
a cunt and an arsehole and arsehole. 
The coyness of some of your recent 
prose is only surpassed by the dread- 
ful list of ‘key phrases’ put forward 
by this bloke. Anyone who uses the 
word ‘bottie’ to describe an arse 
ought to be locked up. 


OK, so you’ve let other readers have 
their say. Let me say that Blushes 
magazines are the only ones to deal 
with genuine CP for girls, in spite 
of the many other titles claiming to 
do that. If you let the softies divert 
you from the excellent course you 
were following until recently we 
shall all be losers. 


Yours with concern. 
D Noble 


ear Sir, 

Thanks for all your efforts on 
our behalf; I don’t think you have 
any serious challengers, though I 
can’t resist saying that recent issues 
have been rather disappointing. I 
take it you have some unwelcome 
restrictions on you at present. It must 
be quite a minefield to tread in a 
country which claims to have no cen- 
sorship but which imposes it in a 
haphazard and unfair way all the 
time. All the same, I do hope you 
will be regaining the ‘edge’ which 
marked your publications a few 
months ago. It is very difficult to 
back-pedal after having so suc- 
cessfully pushed back the boundaries 
of what was considered acceptable 
in a spanking magazine, in particular 
the delicious emphasis you used to 
place on exploitation of the vulner- 
ble. Humiliation used to be your 
forte. Let’s hope that a new term will 


start soon with greater rigour and 
harsher punishments than ever 
before! 


In the meantime, please do 
everything you can to perk up jaded 
sexual appetites. Undue subtlety and 
fanciful costumes seem to be taking 
over from the mischievous, cynical 
style that produced such master- 
pieces as ‘The Club’, ‘Prepositions’, 
‘The New Regime,’ and two which 
I can’t remember the titles of but 
which should have a mention, the 
reluctant majorette and the one about 
a girl called Geraldine wandering in- 
to the clutches of warden Higgins. 


Some of the ideas you have introduc- 
ed could perhaps yield more. I’d like 
to see more naked girls in the snow 
and more of girls having to perform 
dirty, menial and arduous tasks. It 
would be nice, for instance, to see 
a gently sobbing girl standing alone 
in a large kitchen late at night, sur- 
rounded by mountains of washing- 
up which she has to do unassisted. 
Difficult and unpleasant work can, 
and of course should, be made even 
more of an ordeal by the right choice 
of clothing and plenty of 
hinderences. Looking across the of- 
fice at our accounts clerk, Helen, I 
can imagine how pleasant it would 
be to have her work all day in my 
garden. Even better if she had to 
wear an elegant cocktail dress with 
a tight skirt, and stiletto heels which 
would stick in the soft earth time and 
time again. If that alone didn’t cause 
her to tumble, a 50lb back-pack 
would guarantee plenty of inelegant 
sprawls in the mud. The back-pack 
would also make the work many 
times more gruelling. Underwear 
would consist of knickers, reinforc- 
ed with cord elastic at legs, waist and 
from front to back through the 
crotch. Bra would be size 32A 
(Helen is about 38D), and bra and 
knickers would be hooked to each 
other with more strong elastic to en- 
sure lots of uncomfortable tugging, 
pinching and squeezing. No labour- 
saving tools would be permitted, and 
the lawn would have to be cut with 
nail scissors. I would choose a day 
of either sweltering heat, torrential 
rain or near-blizzard. 


I seem to have touched on one of my 
favourite topics from your letters 
section, the ‘adoption’ of a girl by 
a reader and the description of how 
he would discipline her. Maybe I 
should try to sneak a photo of Helen 
and describe more fully how she 
would be treated if I was in charge 
of her. I do hope that more of your 
readers will be contributing stuff 
along these lines, especially when 
they can supply photographs of the 


victims. Please could Michael C give 
us a progress report on ‘Katie’ (Sup- 
plement 13) who has quite simply the 
most thrashable rump I’ve ever seen 
on a girl. Personally I’d be happy to 
see more girls like ‘Katie’ in your 
magazines, real girls who, unlike 
your models, probably hate the idea 
of being displayed in a spanking 
magazine for us to lust over! 


Best wishes. 
J.W. 


By coincidence (guaranteed non- 
manufactured) Michael C’s up-date 
on ‘Katie’ arrived in the same post. 
Enjoy! 


De Sir, 

Talking in a pub recently with 
a friend, and the conversation hav- 
ing turned unexpectedly to the sub- 
ject of corporal punishment, I was 
amazed when he produced from his 
briefcase a folder of photographs he 
had collected that day from a photo 
processing laboratory — ‘run by a 
friend’ — which showed pictures of 
a girl of about twenty or so, face 
down across a double bed in the 
classic ‘knickers down and bottom 
up’ spanking position. She was look- 
ing back towards the camera in most 
of them, her cheeks warm and her 
eyes bright, as though she had been 
weeping. 


I learned that the girl was his 
girlfriend, whom I had never met, 
and that frequent spankings of this 
young lady’s bottom was part and 
parcel of their relationship. On en- 
quiry, my friend said that, no, his 
girlfriend didn’t particularly like be- 
ing spanked, but had been spanked 
nevertheless, weekly at least, since 
she had moved into his flat more 
than a year previously. Like it or 
not, she was plainly prepared to put 
up with it! 


Suggestions from me that I should be 
allowed to witness a spanking were 
grinningly ignored, but my natural 
enthusiasm to know more was in- 
dulged, and he told me of the various 
embelishments he used to add spice 
to the occasions when this young girl 
was required to surrender her sub- 
missively bared bottom to his 
punishing palm. (Well, I suppose it’s 
just possible that you could tire of 
spanking the same delectable pair of 
young female buttocks in the same 
old boring way; would that I had 
such problems!) 


Most intriguing, I thought, was his 
use of a hot-water bottle. The girl is, 
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apparently, made to wear pyjamas to 
bed on the evenings she is to be 
punished; she is made to fill a hot- 
water bottle, then stand in the cor- 
ner of the living room with it press- 
ed against her pyjama-clad bottom 
for up to a quarter of an hour. She 
is then sent upstairs with the hot- 
water bottle and, with the bottle now 
a little cooled, is made to lie face 
down across the bed with her pyjama 
pants taken down and the ‘hottie’ 
placed squarely across her bottom- 
cheeks until her hot, pink and 
presumably tender bottom is 
presented for spanking in the tradi- 
tional ‘over the knee’ position. I 
must say, I rather relished the pro- 
longation of this unknown girl’s 
punishment in this way, which I 
should think she must find quite 
humiliating, besides uncomfortable, 
since she doesn’t like being spank- 
ed anyway! 


I further understand, that my friend 
canes this young lady’s bum on cer- 
tain occasions, when the hot-water 
bottle is again employed as before, 
with plenty of cheek-toasting across 
the bed after the bum-warming 
downstairs. The bottle is then refill- 
ed with very hot water, and the girl 
is made to lie across a pile of 
pillows, on top of which the now- 
refilled bottle is placed. This, says 
my friend, ensures that she keeps her 
bottom positioned nice and high for 
the cane, since otherwise her bare 
tummy will be in contact with the 
hot-water bottle, and also, apparent- 
ly, makes sure that the girl’s bottom 
is swiftly represented after each 
stroke without the squirming about 
of the hips and the prevarication that 
might otherwise ensue. 


No photograph, I’m afraid, since he 
could not be persuaded to part with 
any, but I hope someone of your 
readers will take up the idea, and that 
some girl, somewhere, will be given 
the same hot-water bottle treatment 
that my friend uses on his girlfriend. 


* A.S.W., Hants 


ear Blushes, 

I’m addressing myself to you 
not because I have any exciting anec- 
dotes to relate, nor because I have 
anything constructive to say about 
the contents of recent issues, but 
because I used to treasure your pro- 
duct and I greatly miss the stimula- 
tion it used to bring me. 


When a magazine changes character 
one looks for a reason. I assume that 
your editor is the same one that laun- 


ched Blushes (new editors tend to an- 
nounce themselves with a fanfare of 
trumpets). I assume that your editor 
has not been on holiday for the past 
twelve months. And I assume that 
you have not been legally prevented 
from giving us the sort of material 
you so successfully made your name 
with. 


Where have all the schoolgirls gone? 
Why is everyone in your stories 18 
or over? And why above all have 
you re-introduced the worst kind of 
CP fiction which inevitably con- 
cludes with a volte-face and the sup- 
posed victim cuddling up to the sup- 
posed visitor? 


I can’t for the life of me see what you 
are trying to achieve with your latest 
issue of ‘Uniform Girls’. It is the 
first issue of your magazines that I 
have bought for about nine months. 
I’ve browsed pretty extensively 
through every magazine you’ve 
brought out, but I’m quite simply not 
prepared to pay the very high cover 
price for anything which doesn’t ex- 
cite me. The reason I bought this 
issue is because it had a letter about 
the series ‘actually spanked’ which 
was a highlight of your golden 
period. However, nice as it was to 
ogle Debbie’s bum again, there is lit- 
tle in this magazine to suggest that 
you are actually dealing with the 
most exciting activity ever invented 
by man — that of dominating girls. 


Until Blushes there was only one 
really adventurous magazine in the 
history of CP publishing. That was 
Roue, up to about issue 17 when it 
suddenly plunged into the depths of 
mediocrity. A lean period followed, 
after which Blushes arrived, began 
to establish itself, then itself began 
to meander into the marshland of 
love-play. Then it picked itself up 
and for a few glorious months 
became the sort of magazine one had 
always dreamed about. There were 
two catalystic letters which seemed 
to unleash a tide of quality cor- 
respondence: ‘One Man’s Meat’ 
(tucked away in the slim, old-style 
Supplement) and the famous 
‘Questionnaire’. 


What are we left with now? A total 
lack of schoolgirls (though they are 


‘in plentiful supply in your rival 


magazines). Two stories that stop 
short of the climax, at least one that 
concludes in the worst possible way 
(the violinist who turns into a 
masochist) and a bunch of semi- 
literate, wholly eccentric letters. The 
screed from the guy who doesn’t 
want to see the words cunt or arse 
in your magazine has to be the 
looniest since some wally wrote to 


a spanking magazines asking for a 
painless cane! OK, there is some 
mileage in letting somebody with 
bizarre views have a say from time 
to time, but really! He objects to the 
very words which men — real men 
— use when referring to the female 
anatomy, and advocates a list of the 
most coy, sick-making alternatives 
imaginable! When did you last call 
a girl’s arse her ‘botty’? And anyone 
who is offended by the word tits 
should stick to ‘Women’s Weekly’. 
The whole point of CP magazines is 
that they treat girls on men’s terms, 
and don’t pay lip-service to out- 
moded ideas of chivalry. Stop 
pretending that we have to guard our 
language against their sensibilities. 


I’m not sure to whom I am address- 
ing myself, but I hope I am right in 
thinking that your videos were in- 
deed ‘yours’ and not some indepen- 
dantly produced product put out in 
your name. If you were capable of 
pandering so exactly to our needs, 
how can you peddle the existing tripe 
under the same name? I’m sure we 
all want to see girls suffer, both 
physically and emotionally .The let- 
ters you got a year or so ago should 
have proved how much we love to 
see schoolgirls humiliated. However 
hard I try, I can’t work up an erec- 
tion over a series of photographs of 
unmarked bottoms, namby-pamby 
stories that wouldn’t be out of place 
in ‘Escort’, and loads of letters from 
the same person under a variety of 
names (the so-called B Young and 
his so-called friends. Maybe he gets 
instant hardness from your product. 
Maybe he finds his joke about super- 
glue amusing). 


I wasn’t born yesterday. Instead I 
have years of experience of 
publishers’ attempts to stimulate me 
with copy concerning corporal 
punishment. When the past twenty 
years have seen overt recognition of 
the’ masculine love of harsh 
discipline for girls, the publication 
of photos of weals on young bums, 
and the temporary banishment of the 
boring love-play scenario, you must 
be crackers to think that we are 
prepared to strenuously rekindle our 
interest in stuff that wouldn’t have 
raised an eyebrow in Mayfair circa 
1965. 


You won’t print this. You probably 
have a whole sheaf of letters gushing 
with praise from the mythical en- 
tourage of B. Young. 


But who else can I turn to? 
One does one’s best. Y.B. 


Regards, Hobson (for the time be- 
ing, anyway). 
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“ASSESSMENT 


“Yes, that should do nicely,’ Mr Wilbury says. “Very 
attractive.’ 

Elaine has very reluctantly taken a mauve jump-suit 
from her bag. They are in Mr Wilbury’s lounge at his 
house out in the country. Mrs Wilbury is out for the 
afternoon so there will be no problem with that. 
Veronica Wilbury, were she around, would naturally 
wonder what was going on for she has not been told 
about Elaine Simford’s assessment. Being a woman she 
might well think that Sidney and the rest of them were 
taking gross and unfair advantage of Elaine. She would 
probably not see it at all as ‘a bit of a joke’, which 
of course it is. As Sidney Wilbury assures himself once 
again, to counter that uneasy feeling that he shouldn’t 
really be doing this. 

“You can...ah...change in the bedroom if you wish,’ 
he tells her. 

Sidney Wilbury’s feelings are mixed. He does have 
that uneasy feeling but he also has a very strong urge 
to do it. The thought of it is highly stimulating and 
when he gets to the act itself, having got over the 
uneasy feeling, it is a whole lot more ‘stimulating. 
Elaine over his lap with this single garment, the mauve 
towelling jump-suit, pulled down about her thighs. 
Elaine is thus virtually nude and she does have a 
marvellous body. Sidney has often eyed it, in those 
smartly tailored suits she wears to the office. He has 
had his little fantasies like everyone else but never has 
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he actually imagined...Not until Nigel came up with 
this breath-taking idea of assessments. It really is 
breath-taking, outrageous in a way. But of course 
nothing like as outrageous as what Harold and Nigel 
have done. That really... 


some of the other things she has been subjected to but 
it is grossly humiliating nonetheless. This nightmare 
which Mr Wilbury likes to call a joke is going on and 
on. All Elaine wants now is to leave the company and 


Sidney enjoys a good hard spanking. Elaine, mak- 
ing gaspy grunting sounds in her efforts not to yell out, 
is naturally not enjoying it at all. It is not as bad as 


never see any of them again, but Mr Wilbury says she 
can’t do that. She can’t resign: she is too valuable to 
let go. At first it was her contract he was threatening 
her with but now Mr Wilbury has said something else 


as well: they could let all this leak out, to her fiancee, 

her family, friends. Everyone. How would she like Elaine though. Sidney has got a cane. That same cane 

that? It is an impossible thought. in fact. He has been doubtful about using it, thinking 
Sidney finally finishes speaking. It is not over for that it really would be too much. But now after the 


spanking he is going to. There is no way he is not go- 
ing to. n 

‘Don’t be silly, Elaine. It doesn’t really hurt. You 
know that; didn’t Harold use a cane?’ 


So one by one they all work their way with Elaine. 
Those eight men who sit round the large mahogany 
table at Senior Management meetings. Eight? But sure- 
ly not eight. Because George Alburt is one of the eight. 
George would never... 

Yes he would. He did. When it came to George’s 
name on the list — George who had been placed last 
on the belief that he was already humping Elaine — 
somehow everything had changed. The Elaine who had 
been manhandled and ‘dealt with’ by all his seven col- 
leagues was somehow not the same Elaine whom he 
had had his close relationship with over the last two 
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years. George’s mind shrank from what had been hap- 
pening but at the same time was excited and turned 
on by it. It was happening and George more and more 
realised that he wanted to be part of it. Not perhaps 
the excesses of Harold and Nigel, which by now were 


generally know to their colleagues, but the cane. It 
seemed that most of them had used a cane. The same 
instrument being handed round. George, last man on 
the list, was handed the cane. 


George took it and later in Elaine’s office inthe even- it was all a bit of a joke. George made Elaine take her 
ing he used it. All right he did feel a bit bad afterwards knickers down. And in fact he did cane her quite hard. 
but after all they were all doing it and as the M.D. said 
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DID YOU GET IT?? 


If you didn’t you soon will, because all the back 
numbers of your favourite magazines BLUSHES, 
SUPPLEMENT, UNIFORM GIRLS and WHISPERS 
are still available. Just send to the 
address below, we’ll also send you some amazing 
special offers. 


What’s Available 


BLUSHES No.1 to No.35 £6 each 
SUPPLEMENT No.1 to No.14 £5 each 
SUPPLEMENT No.15 to No.22 £6 each 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.1 to No.10 £5 each 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.11 to No.20 £6 each 
WHISPERS No.1 to No.7 £5 each 


Post within Europe is free (Outside Europe add £1 per item). 


We try for return of post and certainly send under 
plain cover. 
Make Cheques and PO’s payable to: 
‘Bertrum Press’, 15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 
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